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“Oh, yeah, I remember that day,” Scar- 
lett Fox said with a chuckle. “Cubby 
thought he was going to save Chester 
from that big condor. But instead, the 
bird barfed all over poor ol’ Cubby!” 

The animals howled with laughter. 
It was a lazy Saturday afternoon and 
they were sprawled around Ranger E 
Rick Raceoon's tree home, swapping 4 
stories about old times. Rick and 
Scarlett were there, as well as Ollie 
Otter, Chester Chipmunk, Boomer 
Badger, and Becky Hare. 

“Tve been wondering about my 
pal Oscar Otter,” said Ollie. "We = 
haven't visited him in years. What. = 
kind of friends are we, anyway?” 

“We can't be everywhere at EN 
once,” Rick said gently. 

“Hey, maybe we can!” Scarlett 
exclaimed. “We could each go visit 
a friend we'd like to check on. Then \ 
we could come back and report on 
how they're doing!” 

“Great idea!” the animals said. 
And that’s just what they did. 

_ Three weeks later, the gang gath- 
ered again by Rick's tree, Only Ches- 
ter and Becky weren't back yet, Ollie 
couldn't stop blabbing about his trip, 
so the others let him begin. ; 


THE BIG OIL SPILL 


by Ollie Otter 


| went to see Oscar Ötter in Prince William Sound 
in Alaska. That's where the Exxon Valdez ship 
crashed in 1989 and spilled tons of gooey oil. 
Remember, we went there just a year after the 
spill—and things were still pretty messy. 

Five years have passed since all that oil 
mucked up the environment. The beaches and 
water look cleaner now. But the place has an 
eerie silence. There aren't nearly as many seals, 
otters, and birds as there were before the spill. 

Oscar said the spill killed around 400,000 birds 
and 5000 sea mammals. And some of the animals 
that did survive don't seem to be very healthy. 

He told me that people have been working 
hard to help the environment get back to how it 
was before, But it could take more than 70 years 
for some of the species to get really plentiful 
again. Luckily, ships that are being built now are 
stronger and safer. So maybe someday we wont 
have to worry about big oil spills any more. 










‘Ollie. “I went to find Farley 


“At least your friend was 
easy to find,” Boomer told 






Ferret. But I must have looked 
down every hole in Wyoming, 
and stil! couldn't find him.” 

“Qh, no,” cried Scarlett, “do you — 
think that a hungry coyote finally 
nabbed him?” 

“Well, listen to my report,” 
Boomer said. 


GOOD TIMES FOR FERRETS 
by Boomer Badger 


The coyotes are still after the ferrets. But badgers 
are too. So Farley and his gang were hiding from 
me. They all thought | was enemy numero uno. 
Finally, after three whole days, Farley realized it 
was me. Then he came up for a chat. 

Here's the scoop. Farley and his gang are thriv- 
ing big time. Remember when we were there last 
summer? Only about 20 ferrets were living in the 
wild then. Well, now there are more than 30! 

And there's more good news. Farley said that 
scientists plan to free a whole bunch more 
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ferrets into the wild this fall. At least 40 or more 
will be let go in Farley's area—plus another 40 
or more in South Dakota and another 40 in 
Montana. Next time we go out West, maybe it'll 
be Ferret City! : 


“Good reporting, Boomer,” praised Rick. 

“So where did you go?” Boomer asked 
Rick. “Fishing on some lake in Maine?” 

“As a matter of fact, I did go to a lake in 
Maine,” Rick said with a twinkle in his eye. 
“But I didn’t have much time for fishing. Let 
me tell you about what I did.” 


LESS LEAD, FEWER DEAD 


by Ranger Rick Raccoon 


| talked to many wild animals by the lake. They 
all had heard our sad story about the loon that 
swallowed a fishing weight made of poisonous 


lead. Remember how we tried to save him? Luck _ 


ily, no more animals there have had that problem, 
On my last day there | got lucky, | heard a 
chirrp in a tree above me, and I looked up to see 
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Kathy Kingbird! She had good news. Some peo- 
ple have been pushing the U.S. government to 
make new rules. And the government may finally 
ban the sale of lead sinkers! 

Kathy said that she’s beginning to see more 
people fishing with sinkers that are better for the l 
environment. Tin, steel, glass, rubber, even 
clay—those are all OK, she said that more and 
more people are 
learning which 
ones are good, 
The thing is, lead 
sinkers aren't | 
the only bad 
ones. Copper, 
zinc, or brass 
sinkers 
shouldn't be 
used elther. 
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Just then Becky Hare bounded up. She 
cartwheeled twice before settling down in 
the center of the gang. 


“Have you seen Chester?” Rick asked her. 


“He's not back yet.” 

“Nope, sorry, haven't seen him,” Becky 
said, a little out of breath. “But listen to 
what | did see.” 


GREAT LAWNS NATURALLY! 


by Becky Hare 


Remember when we went to Sunny Suburb to 
visit Casey Cottontail? We found out what can 
happen when people put too many nasty chemi- 
cals on lawns. The chemicals did kill weeds and 
insect pests, and they made the lawns greener. 
But they also killed off some of the good things— 
like earthworms. | remember I just couldnt 

stop sneezing, and poor Casey's eyes wouldnt 
stop watering. 

Well, I've got great news from Sunny Suburb. 
For the last three years, the people there havent 
used any chernicals. And their lawns are thicker 
and more gorgeous than ever! Casey said that all 
across the United States, millions of people are 
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learning they don't need to use lawn chemicals. 

We heard a couple of gardeners talking about 
a place where people can find out about natural 
ways to grow a nice lawn. When one of them 
said the address, I memorized it. People can 
write to: NaturaLawn of America; 5705 Industry 
Lane, Suite H: Frederick, MD 21701. 

Now Sunny Suburb’s lawns are so thick and 
lush, we just couldn't stop romping—and without 
any sneezes or watery eyes! 


Scarlett looked around to see if she could 
spot Chester coming. No luck. Her eyes met 
Rick's, and she could tell he was worried 
too. But to keep the rest of the gang from 
noticing, she started telling her story. 


__ OCEAN TRASH BASH 
by Scarlett Fox 


| went out sailing in the ocean, looking for Simon 
Sea Turtle. Finally I found him. Well, I guess he 
found me. He recognized our old boat and swam 
over to say hello. He still remembers the time we 
saved him from strangling in that old plastic net 
that someone had thrown away in the ocean. 

Simon told me that he still sees old plastic junk 
floating around in the sea sometimes. But he 
had some good news to report too. The U.S. Coast 
Guard is trying hard to make sure that people 
follow some new laws against dumping trash 
in the ocean. One law says that no plastics can 
be dumped. 

Simon said that a big ship got into a heap of 
trouble not too long ago. A passenger videotaped 
some ship workers dumping trash over the side. 
Later, the videotape was used in court to prove 
that the dumping had happened. You know how 
big a fine the ship's owners had to pay? Half a 
million dollars! Maybe that'll teach "em! 
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Just then a tiny figure wandered out from 
behind a tree. It was Chester! All the ani- 
mals cheered when they saw him. 

“We thought a big ol’ condor had gulped 
you down for dinner,” Boomer joked. 

Chester laughed. “You know condors eat 
only dead animals—not lively guys like me.” 

“So tell us about your trip,” Becky said. 
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THE WONDER OF CONDORS 
by Chester Chipmunk 


It took me a while to find the condors. They re 
not living where they used to. 

I'll tell you the bad news first. You remember 
that some scientists had raised the condors in a 
200, then freed the birds in a national forest? The 
scientists want to help these endangered birds 
raise families in the wild once again. 

Well, the part of the national forest where they 
let the birds go seemed like a wild, out-of-the-way 
place. But it turns out that it was just too close to 
people—and people's stuff. Three condors flew 
into some power lines and died. And another one 
drank antifreeze—a chemical used in cars. It 
died too. 

But the good news is that the scientists decid- 
ed to capture and move the rest of the condors to 
a safer, wilder place in the forest. Plus, five more 
condors from the zoo were set free there as well. 
So there's still lots of hope for these great birds! 


By now the forest shadows had grown 
long and the western sky glowed red. The 
friends sat quietly together. They were 
happy to have traveled to see old pals, and 
even happier to be back home again. & 


